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table, etc. When the door opened I thought I must be dreaming, for in came Scott in his white uniform, ready to take charge of his work. "Why, Scott," I exclaimed, "what does this mean?" He said: "Well, madam, I had stayed long enough, so decided my duty was here, and Mary and I are both back on the job." I never was gladder to see anyone, and, indeed, his presence was a benediction. The nerves that had been crying out relaxed; the head that had ached constantly because of them was eased; and in a few hours the whole atmosphere seemed to clear. Wilkins was not at fault, and I was more than grateful to him for coming. It was just that he was different and that, despite fond hopes, my husband remained a very sick man.
Later that day I questioned Scott again as to why he had come back in five days when he had intended to stay fourteen. This is what he said: "I can only tell you, madam, what happened. I went to bed last night with no thought of coming back, and suddenly woke wide awake as though some one called me; and they seemed to be saying 'Mr. Wilson needs you, go home*. I tried to go to sleep again but could not. Then I called Mary and told her I was leaving on the bus at six in the morning for Washington. She asked what was the matter and I told her I did not know except I felt I was needed, and was going. So she said she would come too. Really, madam, I expected to find Mr. Wilson ill." Then he laughed and added: "But I'm mighty glad to see that is not the case."
This made me wonder if something ominous were hanging over us. The rest of the day passed quietly, however, and when I went to my room it was with the thought of peaceful sleep, until a few minutes later when there came from the street a chorus of voices calling: "Extra! Extra!" Then one voice more penetrating than the rest: "Death of President Harding!"
Hardly believing my ears, I rushed out to send for a paper. I had hoped my husband was asleep, but I found him propped
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